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Altrude Gordon, who was my house guest at the time; and the brother and sister of my first husband, who also rejoiced in our happiness. Added to these were a few devoted old servitors of the various households, who stood in the hall, and when we were leaving called, in the mellow Southern voices of the negro: "God bless you, Miss Edith and Mr. President." Mother's old cook, who had belonged to my grandfather, always called me "Miss Ether". Her parting words, as we went down the steps which were taking me to a much larger life, were: "Take Jesus with you for your doctor and your friend!" Many rimes since I have thought that if I could take Him with as simple and childlike faith as this fine old negro woman did, the new life with its broader opportunities could have been more useful to others and more enriched for myself.
We were to take the train at the little railroad station in Alexandria, for Hot Springs, Virginia. We had a lovely drive over in the moonlight with the world lying white with snow around us. As our plans had been kept secret, the people gathered in the station in Washington were disappointed. We slipped quietly over to Alexandria with only the Secret Service men who went with us to the private car where Brooks, the President's valet, and my maid had preceded us. The railway car was filled with flowers. On a table some dainty sandwiches and fruit were arranged; and so we left about midnight for our two weeks' holiday.
When we reached Hot Springs next morning, the limousine from the White House was waiting for us, and we drove quickly to the Homestead. The mountains were white with snow, and the air from them crisp and biting; but it came to me as a real touch of welcome from home, for my whole early life had been spent in that stimulating climate.
Our suite at the hotel was charming; a large living room with English chintz-covered furniture; a wood fire; windows overlooking the golf course, and flowers everywhere.